WRITING  THE  ESSAYS

ciation of the perfidies of the conquerors of the
New World; when it is time to tatter the words,
" Return we to our coaches," the essay is ended,
and only the reverberation of its lofty music lives
in our memory. The Essayist's career has been
somewhat extravagantly run on horseback, and
at the close it is the King of Peru, and not we,
whose carriage stops the way. When Montaigne
wanders from his professed theme, why should
we quarrel with him? He never wanders from
himself, and from humanity which is his true
theme. If he goes out of the beaten track " it is
rather by license than oversight". His fantasies
follow7 one another, but " sometimes with a wide
interval"; they look towards one another, but
sometimes with an oblique glance. " I love a
poetic progress, by leaps and skips; it is an art,
as Plato says, light, fleeting, and demonic. . . .
It is the indiligent reader who loses my subject,
and not I; there will always be found some word
or other in a corner, that will prove sufficient,
though closely couched/" He does not care to
link matter with matter by formal connections,
and supposes that there may be as much con-
tinuity in a rivulet as in a chain. Such an apol-
ogy for his leaps and " gambades" means that
Montaigne in his Essays does not write treatises,
nor deliver speeches, but converses with himself
and his readers. The unity which each possesses
247rived from him.   Montaigneis vast fabric who has the capacity
